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Power Plays 


Author's Notes: 
Despite going through a difficult time in my life, | didn't stop writing. Whenever | had time, | worked on this. 
Enjoy. 


He's doing it again It really pisses me off. But it turns me on, too. 


Sebastian Bach, sexiest man alive, is laying down on the fucking stage, writhing around as he sings. I'm a bit of 
a germophobe, and | know thousands of pairs of dirty shoes and feet have graced this stage. Seriously.. who 
the fuck does he think he is? But he's himself, and that's what | love most. 


But why is he basically the only one who's asked any questions in interviews? He gets all the attention 
Magazines put out four-page spreads of him laying down half dressed. Scotty and Rob and Dave and | get none 
of that. All he does is sing. He wrote none of the music. He spent no time arranging and recording and fixing 
and mixing. He's got it made. He gets all the girls, but | don't really want girls. | want him. He used his looks to 
get here, and I'll be the first to admit I'm jealous. 


As soon as the show is over we walk offstage and into a limo. A light rain splashes the windows. Baz is next to 
me. His head leans back against the seat. Droplets of sweat run down his forehead, on his neck, his arms, 
under the collar of his torn-up shirt. His long legs are wrapped in tight pants that lace up on the sides. | grip 
my knife in my jeans pocket. With a few expert motions those pants would be gone. 


He doesn't even have to try. There is no effort required to turn me on here. All | have to do is look. | grab my 


jacket and cover my lap before anyone notices. 


When we get to the hotel and are directed to our rooms, | lag behind the others and wait for Baz to catch up. 


Once he's near me, | can tell he sees the look in my eyes. He knows He knows what | want tonight. 

"Rachel." 

"Shhh." | press one finger over his soft, full lips and grab his arm, a bit more roughly than | intended, and pull 
him into his room. | kick the door shut behind us. Soon he's sandwiched between the wall and me, and l'm 
kissing him, hard. | nibble on his lip, suck on his tongue. | want to be like him. | want to swim in his essence. l'm 
trying to take some of that charisma and magic that he has. | want that for myself. And this, | think when my 
hands wander to his ass. | give a gentle squeeze and he moans into my mouth. 

| raise my knife and Sebastian glances up at me quickly, with fear in his eyes. "Do you love this shirt?" 

"No." He shakes his head, long blonde hair swaying. 


| pull the thin fabric away from his body and slash it into a few strips. "Lie down. On your back." 


And he obeys. | knot the strips of his shirt around his wrists and to the headboard of the bed. He doesn't 


resist. He can't. 

l'm tempted to cut off his pants too, but I'd better not. | unlace the sides, brushing my fingertips over his 
hipbones. He whimpers a little and shifts. | suck his nipples a bit. A small trail of light brown hairs runs from 
his navel down into his pants. His hardness is visible. | run my hand over it lightly, no pressure. Just enough to 
tease him. 

"Please Rachel." He bites his lip, then licks it. "Please." 

"What do you want, Baz?" | smirk. | know what he wants. But he only gets it if he asks nicely. 

"Please fuck me." His green eyes shimmer with need. 


"Roll over then" 


He does so. Now his arms are crossed above his head, twisting the ties. | brush his mane of hair away from 


his back and let the chain connecting my nose and ear piercings slowly slide across it. The cold metal makes 


him shiver a bit. | kiss his tanned shoulders. He's sweaty, but l'm about to make him sweat more. 


| let my hands wander to his waistband and slowly pull down his pants, then unzip mine and take off my shirt. 
My dick springs free and | press it against his bare ass. | need to be inside him now. Gently | bite his neck, 
sucking on the soft skin, then harder and harder. He lets out a whimper and pushes back against me. When | 
let go, there's a dark red bruise on his neck, blooming, the exact size and shape of a new rose. | kiss it and lick 


up to his ear, pushing my tongue in. He moans again. 


| slap his ass hard and he screams. A red handprint appears on his pale flesh. | do it again and again, relishing 


every noise he makes. 


| spit in my hand and begin to jerk him off, stopping right when | feel his cock twitch and he's going to cum. He 
groans in protest, but when | lube up his hole, he inhales sharply. He's ready. 


Slowly | push inside. He whimpers a little. Sometimes it still hurts, but he's getting used to being fucked. Just 
the tip is in. He tightens around me and | moan and shove in further, gripping his hips. He convulses when | hit 
his sweet spot. 


"Ahh! Please, harder, Rachel, please!" 


| pound into him. It feels too good. | have to slow down, or I'll cum before he does. | slow to a grind, hitting that 


spot again and again. 


"Fuck!" Sebastian gasps. He's about to cum. | grab his cock and rub my finger over the tip and soon his hot 
seed soaks my hand. Before he's completely finished | thrust into him as deep as | can, one final time, and fill 
him with my cum, then pull out and get some on his back. He shudders and collapses onto the bed. I've 


defeated him. 


He may be the frontman, but | will always be the real boss of this band. 


